CHAPTER XXXm

THE  TAKING  OF NIKSIOH

To the Prince the siege of Niksich was like a
game of chess played by cable, a move a day. But
even this brought progress, and, when we had taken
the outlying blockhouses, one by one, and there
remained only the citadel, a flimsy fortress, mainly,
I should judge, the work of the Servian kings, all
that remained to accomplish was the bombardment
of its walls, which became a sort of spectacle, to
which we went day after day to watch the effect of
the fire, as we should have done with a game of skit-
tles. I climbed up on the top of a neighboring
mountain, and, with my field-glass, inspected the
town. Women went and came with their water-
pitchers on their heads, moving in serene tranquillity,
without quickening a step, and the life of the place
seemed absolutely undisturbed by the danger, as if
shells did not burst. Now and then one of the
houses caught fire and varied the show; the Turk-
ish return fire was mainly directed at the batteries
where the great Eussian guns were posted, and the
Montenegrins used to sit on the rocks around, utterly
heedless of the Turkish fire, despising cover. Finally
a shell fell and exploded in the midst of a group of
men, and, for the time, cover was made compulsory bring
